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SCITUATE  HIGH  SCHOOL  CLASS  OF  1946  FORTY-FIFTH  REUNION 


If  you  missed  this  one,  you  missed  one  of  the  best!!  Each  one 
seems  to  be  better  than  the  last.    The  get-together  got  started 
with  the  week-enders  checking  in  on  Friday,  gathering  Friday 
night,  socializing  and  sightseeing  all  day  Saturday,  banqueting 
Saturday  night,  and  finishing  up  with  breakfast/brunch/lunch  at 
Joan  and  Clem's  on  Sunday  morning.      What  a  week-end!  The 
weather  was  great,  the  location  on  beautiful  Plymouth  harbor  was 
Ideal,  our  "Board  Room"  at  the  hotel  was  very  convenient  and 
comfortable,  the  food  was  exceptional,  and  the  people  were  all 
too  young-looking  to  be  attending  a  45th  reunion! !    Are  you  sure 
it  is  45? 

We  managed  to  get  26  class  members  to  Plymouth,  along  with  15 
"significant  others",  making  a  total  of  41  people  attending.  A 
good  turn-out  for  those  "old  timers".    Those  attending  were  Class 
President  Pete  Fleming  and  Kathy;  Class  Secretary  Joan  Boyajian 
and  Clem;  Char  and  Monty;  Ree  Ree  and  David  Parrott;  Carole  and 
Vlck;  Jean  Wood  and  Charlie;  Ann  Baird  and  Cam;  Ann  Taylor  and 
Arnet;  Alden  and  his  very  good  friend,  Emmy  Wilfert;  Thelma; 
Steve  Jenney;  Marie  and  Vinnie;  Anne  Henderson;  Don  and  Connie 
McPherson;  Paul  Miles;  Bob  and  Maureen  Mongeau;  Alice;  Maddy  and 
John;  Ralph;  Cobble  and  Jan;  Barbara  and  Rich  Davis;  Dot  Llmont; 
Betty  Collins,  Sally  and  Tony  Lay ton,  and  Ruth. 

After  an  exceptionally  delicious  meal,  Ralph  got  things  moving 
with  a  few  opening  remarks.    We  recognized  Sarge  Bartlett,  Louie 
Cerllli,  Bob  Holcomb,  Gladys  Shone  Rogers,  Dick  Flaherty  and 
Gladdle  Bartlett  who  attended  in  absentia.    Prayers  were  offered 
for  Bill  Vlning  (heart  problem) ,  Eleanor  Bates  (heart  and  cancer) 
and  Lorlng  Hayward  (heart  and  emphysema).    Get  well,  folks!! 

Class  President  Pete  Fleming  welcomed  the  group,  as  he  does  every 
five  years,  and  noted  his  special  appreciation  to  the  committee 
for  all  their  work.    He  requested  some  of  those  attending  to 
introduce  their  "significant  others"  as  we  had  a  few  new  faces. 
This  was  done  with  a  few  remarks  from  the  sidelines  (watch  that 
Alden  James  for  his  quick  field  running;  and  you  guys,  don't 
pursue  Alice,  she's  buried  two  so  far  and  when  her  last  "beau" 
found  that  out,  he  started  running  and  hasn't  been  seen  since!) 

After  a  brief  summary  of  our  "finances",  Jean  Wood  was  urged  to 
continue  keeping  us  solvent  (we  ended  up  with  more  than  we 
started  with  ! ! ) .    We  now  have  near  $600  stashed  away  to  get  us 
started  on  the  50th. 


The  discussion  soon  got  into  the  plans  for  our  Golden 
Anniversary.    An  open  forum  of  thoughts,  suggestions,  ideas,  etc. 
followed  with  the  result  that  it  was  unanimously  decided  that  the 
50th  would  be  held  in  Scituate  in  October  of  1996.     Start  making 
your  plans.     It  was  also  unanimously  decreed  that  the  serving 
committee  for  the  45th  be  the  ones  to  get  the  ball  rolling  in 
1996.    Anyone  is  welcome  to  serve  on  the  committee  or  to  send 
along  any  suggestions,  ideas,  etc.     Please  contact  any  committee 
member  to  make  your  wishes  known  now  or  during  the  next  five 
years. 

Some  suggestions  heard  throughout  the  discussion  were  a  "cruise", 
clambake  with  other  classes  the  night  before,  our  reunion  during 
the  week-end,  and/or  a  full  week/week-end  of  activities  around 
town  and/or  through  the  schools  somehow.     Offers  of  various 
boats/yachts,  housing  for  out-of-towners ,  descending  upon  Bob  and 
Maureen  in  Maryland  as  a  "half-way"  location,  etc.  were  thrown 
out.     Dot  wouldn't  go  unless  Pete  paid  the  expenses!  More 
definite  information  will  be  forthcoming  as  it  becomes  available. 

The  following  quote  is  from  the  Town  of  Scituate  Town  Report  for 
the  year  1946  -  School  Committee  Report: 

"To  date,  381  former  pupils  of  this  school  have  served  In 
the  military  services  of  our  Country  since  1941  and  17  died 
during  this  service.    The  graduating  class  of  1946,  as  Its  gift 
to  the  school,  left  money  for  a  bronze  plaque  giving  the  names  of 
these  gold  star  veterans.     This  plaque  will  be  placed  inside  the 
main  entrance  to  the  school  where  it  will  keep  forever  before  the 
school  the  sacrifices  of  its  former  students." 

For  the  second  time  in  our  forty-five  years,  this  plaque  has  been 
removed  and  "stored  away".     Back  in  1971,  Ralph  was  appointed  to 
"find"  our  plaque  (which  was  located  at  the  "new"  senior  high 
school)  and  have  it  reinstated  in  its  rightful  place.  Recently, 
it  disappeared  again.    Again,  Ralph  came  to  the  rescue  and 
located  it  in  the  bowels  of  the  new  senior  high  school.     He  says 
it  is  now  in  his  possession  and  he  was  immediately  appointed  to 
contact  the  "school  department"  to  have  it  reinstalled  in  the 
"old"  junior/senior  high  school  where  it  belongs.    He  will  be 
doing  this  very  shortly. 

During  the  evening.  Dot  updated  us  on  having  heard  from  Dick 
Dwyer.     You  may  be  interested  to  know  that  a  few  of  the  committee 
members  took  it  upon  themselves  to  "locate"  Dick  as  it  appeared 
he  had  turned  up  missing.     Gumshoe  Vaughn/Llmont  and  her  group  of 
detectives  telephoned  everywhere  between  Washington,  DC  and 
Spencer,  MA  and  were  successful  in  locating  him  in  a  monastery 
there.    Another  phone  call,  and  sure  enough,  Dick  was  on  the 
other  end  of  the  phone  enjoying  a  mini-reunion  with  a  smart  group 
of  investigators!!     A  message  from  Dick  is  elsewhere  in  this 
booklet. 


r 


Anyone,  anytime,  anywhere  coming  across  information  on  the 
whereabouts  of  Helen  McDonald  (last  known  address  -  Hyannis,  MA) 
or  Doris  Kulisich  (Mrs.  William)  Peck  (last  known  address  in  Far 
Hills,  NJ) ,  please  send  any/all  information  onto  any  class 
member  who,  hopefully,  will  forward  it  on  to  Ruth.    Thank  you. 

Some  time  ago,  Ann  Baird  gifted  Betty  Collins  with  a  towel 
depicting  scenes  of  Scituate  on  it.    Betty  had  it  framed  and  it 
had  hung  in  her  home(s)  for  some  years.    Now,  Betty  finds  she  has 
no  room  for  it,  so  she  donated  it  to  the  class  to  be  raffled  off, 
the  proceeds  of  which  were  to  go  into  the  treasury.    Jean  Wood 
was  the  lucky  winner  and  $43  was  added  to  the  treasury  to  help  us 
during  our  50th  Reunion.     A  vote  of  thanks  went  to  Betty  for  this 
gesture  with  our  appreciation. 

During  the  evening,  Ann  Baird  rose  to  give  us  some  of  her 
thoughts  on  the  years  between  then  and  now.     Her  memories  of  the 
late  '40s  and  our  graduating  are  printed  elsewhere  in  this 
booklet.    We  appreciate  the  time  and  effort  Ann  put  into  this 
record  of  her  memories  and  urge  anyone  else  who  may  have  similar 
thoughts  to  write  them  down  and  send  them  along  so  we  can  record 
them  in  "our  history".     Thank  you,  Ann. 

Special  appreciation  was  given  to  Ann  Baird  for  her  candle  and 
floral  decorations  for  each  table;  to  Jean  Wood  for  her  novelty 
gift  of  a  photo  magnet  of  the  Old  Scituate  Lighthouse;  to  Joan 
for  scouting  out  and  coordinating  with  the  Sheraton/Plymouth;  to 
Ruth  and  Ann  Baird  for  the  novelty  graduation  caps  filled  with 
Hershey  kisses;  and  to  Ralph  for  his  holding  everything  together 
for  the  past  year  and  making  the  evening  such  a  success. 

Kudos  also  go  to  to  whole  committee  for  a  job  well  donell  Thanks 
went  to  Ann  Baird  and  Ruth  for  opening  their  homes  for  the 
committee  meetings;  to  Betty  Collins,  Joan  Boyajian;  Carole  and 
Vick;  Don  McPherson;  Jean  Wood;  Ree  Ree  Phinney  and  Thelma 
Hayward  for  all  their  cooperation  and  support. 

The  evening  program  ended  with  the  class  singing  (@#  !&#!(?*)  the 
class  song,  "Memories".     Oh  well,  it  was  better  than  "Bells"!!! 

As  mentioned  before,  we  will  be  meeting  in  Scituate  in  October 
1996.     We  will  be  making  an  effort  to  get  100%  attendance  of  all 
class  members  and  as  many  husbands /wives  as  you  care  to  bring 
with  you  (hopefully  sitting  at  different  tables).     Please  keep 
this  date  and  location  in  mind  and  start  making  your  plans. 


YOU  WILL  BE  HEARING  FROM  US. 


YOU  MAY  BE  INTERESTED  TO  KNOW: 


-  That  Mary  Kingsbury  Baker  died  May  28,  1991  at  age  77  at  the 
Cohasset  Knoll  Nursing  Home.     As  you  know,  she  was  a  retired  home 
economics  teacher  having  taught  at  Scituate  High  School,  Derby 
Academy  in  Hingham  and  Hillsboro,  NH.     She  had  received  her 
master's  degree  from  Simmons  College.     She  had  been  the  victim  of 
Alzheimer's  disease  for  a  number  of  years.     She  was  married  to 
the  late  James  H.  Baker,  Jr.  and  is  survived  by  a  son,  James  H. 
Baker,  III  of  Scituate,  and  a  step-daughter,  Pamela  Figueiredo  of 
New  York,  and  one  granddaughter. 

-  That  Vick's  mother,  Madeline  Vickery,  died  in  June  and  his 
sister,  Cecelia  Muldoon  of  Florida,  a  week  later;  Cobble's  mother 
passed  away  during  this  past  year  and  Jack  Litchfield's  wife, 
Diane,  was  killed  in  an  automobile  accident  this  spring. 

-  Lawrence  Mahoney,  age  67,  and  Bob  Holcomb's  mother,  Norma,  age 
91,  both  died  in  February  of  this  year.     Ann  Baird's  mother 
passed  away  in  January.     Alice's  husband,  Jack  Hallin,  died 
several  years  ago  of  cancer. 

-  That  Felix  Dixon,  age  74,  of  Hanover  died  August  24,  1991  at 
South  Shore  Hospital.    Mr.  Dixon  was  an  athletic  director  for  40 
years,  retiring  in  1981.    He  was  director  of  physical  education 
for  Hanover  schools  and  recreation  director  for  the  town  of 
Norwell.    Mr.  Dixon  got  a  bachelor's  degree  in  physical 
education,  received  his  master's  degree  and  a  certificate  of 
advanced  graduate  studies  in  administration  at  B.U.     Mr.  Dixon 
was  All-American  while  playing  football  at  B.U.  and  went  on  to 
play  for  the  New  York  Giants  in  the  National  Football  League.  He 
was  survived  by  his  wife,  Ailene,  his  daughter.  Donna  Dixon  of 
Hanover  (also  an  athletic  director  at  Mount  St.  Joseph's  Academy) 
and  a  brother. 

-  That  Gladys  (Hill)  Bartlett,  age  61,  died  in  November,  1990 
after  losing  a  two-year  battle  to  cancer.     She  was  a  medical 
secretary  to  Dr.  Ruth  Bailey  for  a  good  many  years  and  when  she 
died  was  an  administrative  assistant  for  the  Scituate  Housing 
Authority.     Gladdie  was  born  in  West  Scituate  (the  good  old  West 
End!)  on  one  side  of  the  two-family  home,  and  died  in  the  other 
side.     She  was  very  active  with  the  Massachusetts  Audubon  Society 
and  the  Mount  Hope  Improvement  Association.     She  is  survived  by  a 
son,  Dr.  Richard  A.  Bartlett,  a  chiropractor,  of  Seattle;  Jane 
Bartlett  of  Winthrop  and  Rebecca  Bartlett  Boucher  of  Salem. 

-  That  Eleanor  Bates  has  had  heart  surgery  since  we  saw  her  at 
the  last  reunion,  and  is  currently  battling  cancer  at  her  home  in 
Maine.     So  far  she  is  winning!! 

-  That  Eddie  Stewart  still  lives  in  the  family  home  on  Brook 
Street  and  he  keeps  himself  busy  playing  golf.     He  has  had  a 
hearing  loss  in  the  past  few  years  and  is  embarrassed  about  not 
responding  to  people  who  greet  him. 


-    That  John  Samuelson  wants  you  to  know  he  is  sorry  to  have 
missed  our  reunion  this  time.    Where  it  is  coming  in  the  fall  and 
he  left  Hingham  to  return  to  Florida  in  September,  he  will  be 
unable  to  attend.     However,  he  reports  he  has  had  a  good  year;  he 
and  his  wife  drive  in  tandum  up  each  year  from  Sarasota,  she 
driving  the  car  and  John  the  camper.     They  have  a  two-way  radio 
that  they  use  to  communicate.     It  took  them  longer  to  get  to 
Hingham  this  year  because  Jean  is  suffering  from  sciatica  and 
they  had  to  stop  more  often  than  usual.     Last  summer  while  in 
Hingham,  John  organized  a  reunion  of  Hingham  High  graduates, 
including  his  class  and  three  others,  from  the  1930s.     It  was 
very  successful.     He  managed  to  get  former  teachers  Clarence 
Atkinson  there  (with  his  new  girl  friend)   (his  wife  died  several 
years  ago),  and  Mike  Gillespie  from  Maine  (his  wife,  Esther, 
died  quite  some  time  ago) .     John  and  Atkie  have  remained  close 
friends  all  these  years  and  see  each  other  often  while  John  and 
Jean  are  in  Hingham  for  the  summer. 

This  year,  John  organized  a  reunion  for  all  1930  Hingham  High 
School  classes,  making  a  ten-year  span.     He  reports  it  was  very 
successful;  they  had  over  75  people  attending.    He  refers  to  this 
10-year  reunion  as  the  "dirty  thirties"  and  is  looking  forward  to 
next  year  when  they  will  have  the  "naughty  forties". 

John  reports  he  is  in  his  74th  year  and  has  been  a  special  police 
officer  doing  traffic  control  for  the  town  of  Hingham  for  the 
past  25  summers. 

He  and  Jean  returned  to  Florida  in  September  after  having  spent  a 
good  portion  of  their  summer  with  their  daughter  Joanne  and  her 
family  in  Plymouth.     They  will  stop  in  northern  New  Jersey  on  the 
way  back  to  visit  with  their  daughter  Judy  and  her  family  and  go 
on  to  Atlanta  for  a  visit  with  their  daughter  Janet  before 
reaching  Sarasota  and  settling  in  for  the  winter. 

John  is  looking  forward  to  attending  our  5Gth  (and  any  reunion  of 
any  Scituate  class  in  the  meantime) .     He  would  be  pleased  to  hear 
from  anyone  who  may  pass  through  the  Sarasota  area  -  contact  him 
at  3188  Novus  Street,  Sarasota,  FL  33577. 

-    That  Elizabeth  Giles  (Gilesy)  is  now  at  Mildred  Alford  Nursing 
Home,  18  Birch  Street,  North  Abington,  MA,  but  still  owns  her  own 
home  at  Cedar  Crest  Lane,  Scituate.     She  is  78  years  old,  has  had 
cataract  surgery  in  the  past  and  her  eyesight  has  been  failing 
for  a  number  of  years.    Her  mind  is  beginning  to  wander  and  her 
speech  has  become  vague.  She  has  become  very  antagonistic  and 
demanding;  so  much  so,  her  friends  and  neighbors  have  fallen  by 
the  wayside.     She  has  been  estranged  from  her  sister,  Margaret, 
for  years. 


ROBERT  MONCEAU 


"An  Update  on  the  Mongeaus  -  8/29/91 

My  daughter  Laura,  her  husband  Gary  and  their  two  children,  Sara  (2)  and 
Lisa  (3)  are  moving  from  their  current  home  west  of  Philadelphia  to  Old 
Saybrook,  Conn.     He  is  a  Civil  Engineer  and  they  finished  the  road  they 
were  building  in  downtown  Phil,  and  now  working  on  a  new  bridge  across  the 
Conn.  River.     Needless  to  say  I'm  the  very  proud  grandfather  of  these  two 
beautiful  children.     While  Old  Saybrook  Is  a  beautiful  town,  it's 
unfortunately  a  lot  further  than  Philadelphia  so  I  guess  we  will  see  less 
of  them. 

My  son  Bob  was  married  last  year  and  he  is  still  working  for  Electronic 
Data  Systems  which  is  a  division  of  General  Motors.     His  office  is  in 
Detroit.     He  is  in  Marketing  and  loves  it  but  wishes  he  lived  closer  to  us. 
He  met  his  wife  Cathy  in  Tenn.  where  he  worked  prior  to  Detroit.     They  have 
no  children  yet  but  I  anticipate  the  time  is  not  far  away. 

Maureen  and  I  moved  to  the  Annapolis  area  the  end  of  last  year.     We  are 
positioning  ourselves  for  retirement.     We  are  still  avid  sailing 
enthusiasts  so  we  bought  a  waterfront  house  and  now  have  our  boat  at  our 
own  dock.     We  also  built  a  pool  so  we  have  the  right  attractions  for  our 
grandchildren  to  visit  us. 

Anyone  from  our  class  that  comes  to  the  Washington  area  is  welcome  to  stop 
by  and  see  us.    We  would  love  to  see  you.    We  are  20  miles  due  east  of 
Route  95  East  of  Washington,  D.C.     Regards,  Bob" 


MADELINE  RIANT  BARRY 

"Hi  to  everyone  who  couldn't  make  the  reunion.    Wish  we  could  have  all  been 
together.     My  husband  John  is  now  retired  after  many  years  working  for  The 
Boston  Herald.    We  are  now  living  full  time  at  East  Dennis  on  Cape  Cod  and 
in  the  winter  months,  we  are  at  our  new  condo  in  Delray  Beach,  Florida.  We 
enjoy  doing  much  of  our  recreation  fun  outdoors  so  that  living  arrangement 
is  ideal.    We  also  enjoy  visiting  our  two  daughters  and  their  families. 
Joan  lives  in  Atlanta,  Georgia  with  her  husband  and  their  daughter 
Christine,  3  years  old.     Jean  lives  in  Gahanna,  Ohio  with  her  husband  and 
their  two  children,  David  who  is  7  years  old  and  Jessica  who  is  A  years 
old.     We  look  forward  to  their  long  visits  with  us  in  the  summer  as  they 
all  love  swimming  at  the  Cape  beaches!!     Until  our  next  reunion,  bye-bye!! 
See  you  then.  Maddy" 


BETTY  WELCH  COLLINS 


"Lived  on  Cape  Cod  for  11  years  -  sold  my  house  in  November  of  '89  and  am 
now  living  with  my  daughter  in  Williston,  VT  in  the  summers  and  in 
Rotunda-Englewood ,  FL  with  my  son  in  the  winters.     Visit  my  daughter  in 
Dallas,  TX  going  to  and  fro.     Am  not  at  home  in  VT  or  FL  for  very  long 
stretches  as  I  am  off  visiting  my  many  wonderful  friends.     This  summer,  I 
spent  two  weeks  in  the  Thousand  Islands  and  another  two  weeks  in  Ontario, 
Canada;  and  last  New  Years,  Joan  Powers  B.,  Anne  McKenzie  H.  and  I  flew  to 
Calif.  -  Stayed  with  Barbara  Tindall  D.   for  two  weeks  and  had  a  most 
wonderful  time  including  the  Rose  Bowl  Parade. 

My  three  children  have  all  been  married  twice  and  one  for  the  third  time  - 
so  have  many  "extended"  families  and  I  enjoy  them  all  -  9  grandchildren, 
all  total." 


RUTH  WHITTAKER  ROBERTS 

My  warmest  greetings  to  all  class  members.     It  doesn't  seem  as  if  five 
years  have  gone  by  since  our  last  get-together.     Our  statistics  haven't 
changed  since  last  time  -  still  have  three  children  (still  think  of  them  as 
'children').     Debbie  is  married  to  Danny  Lydon,  a  surveyor  for  the  town  of 
Scituate.     She  works  part  time  at  a  corner  store  (formerly  Bishops  at  Shore 
Acres).     They  have  three  boys  (young  men!).     Danny,  Jr.   (19)  (soccer 
player)  is  in  his  second  year  at  Massasoit  College;  Brian  (16)   (ice  hockey 
nut)  is  a  junior  at  SHS;  and  Jason  (12)   (All-Star  Little  Leaguer)  is  in 
eight  grade  at  Middle  School.     They  are  all  fine  young  men  and  a  credit  to 
their  parents. 

Our  son,  Dick,  is  married  to  a  Scituate  gal,  Mary  Curren,  and  they  have 
been  living  in  Florida  for  the  past  eight  years.     No  children  but  trying 
very  hard!!     They  own  a  condo  in  Ft.  Lauderdale  and  just  bought  a  home  in 
Sunrise.     Dick  (who  has  turned  traiter  and  is  now  a  Miami  Dolphins  fan)  is 
an  electrical  contractor  and  Mary  is  the  gal  who  plans  your  trips  for  AAA. 
They  get  some  good  week-end  deals  (company  paid)  and  have  been  doing  a  lot 
of  travelling/visiting  in  the  Florida  area.     Dick  went  to  Russia/Baltic 
States/Estonia,  etc.  this  past  summer  with  his  church  group  to  guide  the 
Soviet  citizens  in  starting  up  churches  again.     He  enjoyed  the  trip 
tremendously  and  he  and  Mary  plan  to  go  again  next  year. 

Leslie  is  divorced  (no  children)  from  Bob  Briody  and  she  and  Wayne  Rees 
have  bought  a  house  in  Braintree  and  are  into  fix-it  week-ends.     Les  does 
data  entry  for  a  firm  of  CPAs  in  Braintree  and  Wayne  is  a  bartender/chef  at 
Hilltop/Braintree .     She  is  into  jogging/exercising  and  they  have  become 
race  car  fans  recently,  having  travelled  to  Daytona  last  winter. 

As  for  me,  I  work,  work,  work.     It  keeps  me  off  the  street  corners!!  I 
have  been  at  Aetna  (Boston) ,  who  has  now  relocated  their  Boston  office  to 
Braintree  (hurrah) ,  for  eleven  years  and  am  looking  at  retirement  in 
another  couple  of  years.     I  keep  busy  doing  crafts,  a  lot  of  crocheting 
and,  every  few  years,  reunions.     We  have  had  many,  many  requests  for 
another  joint  reunion  with  an  expanded  group  of  classes  but  it  is  a  lot  of 
detail  and  requires  much  cooperation  from  many,  many  people  -  don  t  be 
surprised  if  it  happens  again  one  of  these  days.     Regards  to  all  of  you. 
Ruth. 


Ft  Lauderdale,  Fl 
February  8,  1990 


To  those  we  hold  most  dear, 

A  "chronicle"   of  recent  events: 


Vhere  to  begin?  At  the  beginning?     Nah,    that's  far 

too  remote  a  time  and  place,    burled   in  the  mists  of  the  past  and 
nearly  forgotten.      I   guess  last  September   Is  appropriate,    with  an 
occasional   reference  to  the  past  as  the  requirements  of  my  tale 
demand.      Besides,    that's  about  as  far  as  my  Increasingly  fuzzy 
memory  will   provide,    It's  those  aluminum  pots  again. 

I    presume   you  know  tbst   we  have   had   "Island   Voman"    up  for  sale 
for  some  time.      It  was  sort  of  a  wishful   kind  of  "for  sale" 
constrained  by  a  great  deal  of  reluctance  to  go  a  separate  way. 
Periodically,    we  would  sit  down,    reiterate  our  priorities, 
deciding  once  again  that  selling   IV  was  what  we  really  wanted, 
and  then  go  to  work  sending  out   letters,    composing  ads  and 
putting  together  yet  another  cruise.      One  of  the  brokers  said: 
"How  do  you  expect  roe  to  sell  her   If  you're  never, here!"  So, 
last  September,    we  decided  to  stay   in  Ft  Lauderdale   this  year  and 
concentrate  on  number  one.      Island  Voinan   Is  a   lovely  vessel  and 
we  dearly  love  her  but  ten  years  Is  a   long  time  and  she  has 
consumed  all   our  energies  and  resources.      It  was  time! 

Ve  made  our  usual   list  of  Jobs  and  projects  and  MM  promptly 
started  to  work  on  the  most   important,    one   that  wasn't  even  on 
the   list.      It  was  time  for  our  semi-annual   agony,    a  trip  to  the 
yard.      Ve  hadn't  hauled  since   last  November.      Once  out  of  the 
water   It  became  apparent  that  this  would  not  be  your  average 
run-of - the-ml 1 1  haulout.      The  accumulated  buildup  of  some  twenty 
years  worth  of  bottom  paint  could  no   longer  be   Ignored,    so,  we 
authorized  the  yard  to  grind  it  all   off.      IV  disappeared  beneath 
a  red  cloud  of  dust,    as  did  we  and  everything  else  aboard,  and 
did  not  emerge  for  a  whole  week.      Pulverized  bottom  paint  was 
everyv/here.      And  that  was  only  the   beginning.      Ve  pulled  her 
shafts,    overhauled  her  props,    replaced  her  cutlas  bearings, 
overhauled  through-hulls,    painted  her  bottom,    painted  her  top  and 
finally  got  back  in  the  water  in   late  October.      A  totally 
gruesome  ordeal  that   Inserted  one  of  those  memory  dlff users,  you 
know,    the  kind  that  creates  a  mllepost   in  a   life  story.    Ve  met 
you  before  THE  HAULOUT  and  we  sold   IV  after.      Yup,    that's  right, 
we've  sold  "Island  Voman".      "Island  woman,    she  makes  me  forget 

who   I   am  "     Ve  will  miss  her  sorely  but  most  of  all  we 

will   miss  the  opportunities  she  created  to  meet  and  make  so  many 
new  and  wonderful  friends.      She  carries  with  her  the  echos  of 
many  great  parties,    neat  cruises,    memorable  moments,  happy 
moments.      Ve  will  truly  miss  her! 

One  day  in  December,    a  broker  called  and  asked  to  come  see  her. 
He  said  he  had  a  client  who  he  thought  might  be   Interested.  A 
couple  days  after  his  visit  he  called  again  and  made  an 


appolntraent   to  show  her  to  his  client  who  was  flying  down  from 
New  Jersey  to  see    IV  and  one  other  boat.      On  the   appointed  day. 
the   two  showed   up  having  come  directly   from  the  airport   which  we 
Interpreted   to  be  a   bad  sign.      Ve   thought   the   broker  should  have 
saved  the   best   for   last.      After  the  usual   pleasantries,  we 
excused  ourselves  and   left  them  to  probe   in  private.      They  spent 
maybe   15  minutes,    at  the  most,    and  then  left,    without  a  yes,  no, 
maybe  or  goodbye.      Of  course,    we  knew  that  meant  no   Interest  at 
all.      An  hour   later,    the  broker  was  back  with  a  contract  and 
deposit,    full   of  apologies  about  their  abrupt  departure.  He 
explained  that  his  client  was  anxious  to  get   back  to  KJ .  They 
had  gone  to  the  airport  and  completed  the  paperwork  there.  He 
hadn't  even  gone  to   look  at  the  other  boat! 

There  were  a  few  delays  occasioned  by  procedural  glitches,  but 
other  than  that,    within  ten  days,    we  concluded:  acceptance, 
survey,    sea  trial  and  closing.      Less  than  a  week  later,    the  buyer 
resold  her  to  a  syndicate  for  S80K  MORE!     <3h,    well.      By  mid 
January,    she   left  for  her  new  employment,    supporting  an  exclusive 
resort  at  St   Maartln,    there,    we  are   told,    to  be  professionally 
operated  and  maintained,    a  kept  woman  to  be  powdered  and 
pampered.      She  always  was  a  classy  broad,    scorning  one  night 
stands  and  never  ever  renting  by  the  hour. 

So,    what  are  we  to  do  next?     I   pretty  much  refused  to  engage  In 
any  serious  planning  about  what  we  might  do  after   IV  until  she 
was  sold  figuring  that  then  would  be  time  enough.      I  always 
thought  that  when  she  did  sell    it  would  all   happen  quite 
suddenly.      But,    my  goodness,    who  would  have  expected  something 
like  this! 

A  couple  of  days  after  we  had  a  contract,    and  while  we  were  still 
wondering  if   It  was  for  real,    Merodie  and   I    lay  awake  at  2  AM, 
talking.      The  thought  of  moving  ashore  and   living  in  a  HOUSE  or 
an  APARTMENT  Just  gave  me  a  sick  feeling.      Merodie  said  that  she 
couldn't  abide  the  thought  of  never  seeing  a  deserted  beach  in 
the  Bahamas  again.    Our  kids  were  a  big  help  with  lots  of  advice. 
Eric  said,    "Don't  buy  another  wooden  boat.        .    ever!"     Tom  said, 
"Vhy  don't  you  buy  a  Vinnebago?"     Merodie,    bless  her  soul, 
answered:      "Cause   they  won't  float!"     Keith  said:      "Don't  do 
anything   for  at    least  a  week,    better  still,    don't  do  anything  for 
three  months."     Pat  ^ald:      "Vhy  don't  you  g'uys  travel    .    .  On 
land   .  They  must  have  some   beaches  at   the  Grand  Canyon!" 

Steve  and  Ginny  offered  us  the  use   of  a  spare   bedroom,    a   list  of 
chores,    a   fishing  boat,    and  unlimited  free   use  of  a  grandchild. 
Eric  and  Lynn  also  offered  a  spare   bedroom,    and  TVO 
grandchildren.      Keith  and  Coe  Ann  offered  a  bedroom,    a  spare 
auto,    one  dog,    three  cats  and  NO  chores.      Tom  and  Dl  offered  to 
share  their  apartment.    Skip  and  Pat  offered  to  share  the 
townhouse  and,    Pat  and  Para  offered  a  spare  bedroom,    free  use  of  a 
grandchild  AND  A  JOB!      No  mention  was  made  of  compensation, 
however!      Tom  Correll,    manager  of  Sumroerfleld,    our  favorite  yard, 
offered  a  spare  bedroom,    Merodie  a  Job  as  a  bottom  painter  VITH 
PAY  and  roe  a  Job  as  yard  Chaplain.      Our  choice  was  clear. 


VE  VAVT  A  VEV  BOAT! 

Having  made   that  decision,    we   were   both  able   to  sleep  peacefully 
once  again.      A  boat!      A  boat?     Vhat  kind  of  a  boat?     A  SAILBOAT! 
A  SHOALDRAFT  SAILBOAT!      A  SHOALDRAFT  SAILBOAT  with  extended 
cruising  capability,    accomodations  for  us,    AND  another  couple  on 
occasion  with  some  place  maybe  for  a  grandchild  or  two,    and  a 
cockpit  adequate   for  a  PARTY! 

The  next  day  we  started  pouring  over  ads  and  calling  brokers. 
Merodie  found  an  ad,    a  one  liner  that  stated:      "38*  Krogen 
Cutter.    3' 2"   Draft".      It  was  the  first,    and  only,    boat  we  looked 
at.      Though  we  had  a  bit  of  a  disagreenient  over  price,    that  was 
all   resolved  and   we   had  a  contract   BEFORE  we  closed  on  IV. 

So,    wbaf'sa   38'    Krogen  Cutter   with  3 ' 2"   draft.       It's  a  sailboat, 
a   ehoaldraft   sailboat   with  extended  cruising  capability  and 
private  accomodations  for   two  couples,    a    large  and  comfortable 
saloon  with  a   U  shaped  dinette   that  can  be   made    into  a  double 
berth,    and,    an  absolutely  fabulous  cockpit  that  ha^s  to  be  seen  to 
be  believed.      She  has  a  cockpit  dodger,    a  Birolnl   top  and  a  piece 
of  canvas  that  can   be  zipped  between  so' s  to  provide  a  rather 
complete  shelter.      She  has  the   largest  galley  KM  has  ever  had 
(aboard).      She   is  dark  blue  with  a   light  cream  topside  and  boot 
and  a  dark  burgandy  bottom.      She  has  roller  furling  headsalls  and 
lazyjacks  and  Jiffy  reefing  on  the  main  and  she  sails  like  a 
witch.      She  has  an  adequate  auxiliary  engine,    refrigeration,  a 
small  generator  and  air  conditioning,    though  there  are  more  than 
ample  dorades,    ventilators,    hatches  and  ports.      Vith  a  cored  deck 
and  hull   she   is  both  quiet  and  well   Insulated,    cool   and  airy. 
And  to  top  it  all   off,    she   is  very,    very  pretty,    without  and 
within.      OK,    OK,    you  say:      "And,    what's  her  name?"  That's 
another  story  

"Island  Voman"  was  a  great  name.      During  our  years  of  cruising 
Florida  and  the  Bahamas,    we  only  encountered  a  couple  of  other 
boats  with  that  name.      Oh,    there  were  "Island  Girls",  "Island 
Princesses",    "Island  Ladles"  and  "Island  Queens",    but  our  "Island 
Voman"   became  well   known  as  THE  "Island  Voman".      It  made  a  hit 
with  the  Bahamians  who  Identified  with  it.      You  could  see  it  in 
their  faces  as  they  r^ad  the  words  aloud,    and  smiled,  often 
grinned  and  sometimes  broke   into  song:      "Island  woman,    she  makes 
iDe  forget  who   I   am  .    ,    .    .    "     Ve  needed  another  name.      One  that 
would  elicit   smiles.      One  that  would  be   remembered.      One  that  we 
and  others  could   Identify  with    (if  you'll    forgive   the  dangling 
prepcsi 1 1  on ) .      Ve  can't  hope  to  be  original,    but  we   would  like  to 
be  at   least  uncommon,    but  not  cryptic  or  obscure.      It  should 
communicate  something  appropriate  for  us  and  for  a  38'  sailboat. 
Her  name   when  we   bought  her  was  "Marquesa" .      That's  OK  but 
doesn't  have  the  destinct iveness  we'd   like,    it   lacks  punch,  it's 
Just  not  a  memorable  name.      And,    what's  it  mean?     It  has  a  sound 
that     is  vaguely  reminiscent  of  royalty  and  that  gives  me  an 
acute  case  of   Indigestion.      No,    we  want  something  more  notable, 


something   with  some   real    zap,    some   meaning  and  relavence. 

As  Merodle   and    I    pondered   the  question   in   the   wee  hours  of  a 
night   made   sleepless  by   the  excitement   of   our   find,    It  popped 
out:      "CHICKEN  SLOOP"!      A  bit  of  double  entendre,    and  a  pun.  both 
Intended.      BTo  boat  naroed  "Force  Nine"   for  us,    no  sir.  No 
Princesses,    Queens  or  Ladles  of  virtue,    easy  or  not,    no  sir. 
"CHICKEN  SLOOP"     Ve  giggled,    snickered  and   laughed  ourselves  to 
sleep.      I   think   It  will   be  noticed  and  remembered.      I   hope  you 
like   It,  too! 

Veil,    what  are  we  going  to  do  now?     First,    we  have  some  catching 
up  to  do  on  CS,    things  that  need  to  be  serviced,    fixed  or 
replaced.      Though  she  was  built   in  1984,    so   is  relatively  new, 
there  are   a   bunch  of   things  that  need  doing.       Incidcntly,    she  bad 
termites  that  had  to  be  ousted,    yeah,    can  you  believe   it,  the 
first  fiberglass  boat  we've  had   in  years  and,    what  dp  we  get, 
termites!      Then  we  plan  to   leave  for  a  few  months  trip  to  the 
Bahamas,    before   April    1!      For  the  very  first  time,    we  have  a  boat 
that    is   Ideally  suited  to  cruising  the  Bahamas.       If  there  is 
enough  water  for  a  skinny  bonefish  at   low  tide,    tt(ere   is  enough 
for  CS  at  high.      That  means  that  almost  every  tidal  creek  on 
almost  every  cay  becomes  a  possible  hidey  hole.      Most  small  boat 
passages  are  navigable,    at   least  at  high  tide.      Ve  can  get  in 
closer.      Ve  can  find  room  to  anchor   in  every  anchorage,  crowded 
or  not,    and  certainly  we  can  specialize   in  the  ones  that  are  not. 
She   is  much  more   like  what  we  dreamed  of  than  ever  we  dreamed. 

It's  off   to  the  Bahamas,    on  or  before  April    1,    for  two  or  maybe 
three  months.       In  the   long  terra  scheme  of  things,    we   would  like 
to  cruise,    mostly  in  the  Bahamas  but  also  to  other  islands  of  the 
Caribbean,    Belize,    Honduras  and  San  Bias,    during  summer  months, 
returning  to  Florida,    family  and  whatever   in  winter.  Chicken 
Sloop  lacks  the  size,    accomodations  and  amenities  of  Island 
Voman,    but  she  has  much  to  offer  that   IV  did  not.      Ve  hope  that 
many  of  our  dearest  friends  will  give  her  a  try  and  that  she  will 
serve  as  a  means  to  meet  more.      Hopefully,    some  of  our  busy 
children  will   visit  and,    we  have  two  grandchildren  who  turned  ten 
this  year,    so  they  are  each  entitled  to  a  cruise.      Ve  have  a 
bunch  of  neglected  correspondence  to  catch  up  on.      And  we  have  a 
new  boat  to  get  to  know.      Ve  are  fond  of  our  memories  of  the  past 
and  excited  about  ouc  plans  for  the  future.      I   hope  you've 
enjoyed  sharing  them. 

Ve  send  our  love, 


Dan  &  Merodle 


CHARLES  AND  CAROLE  (DUNPHY)  VICKERY; 

"The  last  five  years  have  been  busy  ones  for  the  Vickerys.     We  now  have 
seven  married  and  15  grandchildren.     Took  our  15th  cruise  this  past  April 
and  booked  our  16th  for  next  April.     My  whole  family  went  with  us  this 
year.    Vin  and  Marie  and  my  brother  Michael  and  his  wife  are  yearly 
cruisers  with  us. 

Our  oldest,  Charles,  Jr.   (41),  married  for  the  first  time  in  '90.  His 
wife,  Laurie,  is  a  veterinarian  in  Waldoboro,  Maine.     He  is  a  commercial 
fisherman  in  Alaska  spending  his  winters  in  Maine.     Laurie's  son,  Wyatt 
(5),  became  our  15th  grandchild. 

Gary  (40),  Abington,  is  director  of  housekeeping  in  Sellers  at  University 
Hospital  in  Boston.     Has  a  lovely  wife,  Eileen,  and  two  children,  Katie, 
13,  and  Jason,  10. 

Karen  (39),  Duxbury,  is  mother  of  four  -  Gretchen  15,  Kristen  12,  Joseph  8, 
and  Jaclyn  6.     Her  husband  Joe  is  customs  inspector  at  Logan  Airport. 

Carolyn  (39),  Plymouth,  has  two  children.  Bill  17  and  Austin  5.  Bill 
graduated  Plymouth  High  this  year  and  will  go  to  U/Southern  Maine.  Husband 
Steve  a  cost  analyst. 

Donna  (36,  Brandon,  VT,  school  teacher,  2nd  grade,  Middlebury,  VT.  Two 
children,  Sarah  4  and  Neil  11  months.  Husband  Chet  is  a  biologist  with 
State  Fisheries,  VT. 

Paul  (34),  Plymouth,  Vice  President  Commercial  Loans,  Rockland  Trust.  Four 
children,  Brian  9,  Michelle  5,  Angela  4,  and  Daniel  2,  all  marvelously 
taken  care  of  by  wife  Laura. 

Cheryl  (32),  Belmont,  Sales  rep.  Russ  Berrie  -  super  salesperson. 

Kathleen  (31),  Boston,  Social  workers,  Norwell  Knoll.    Husband  Joey  is 
senior  partner  at  Hale  &  Dorr,  Boston  law  firm. 

Tom  (29),  Brighton,  electrical  engineer  GTE.    Kevin  (27),  Maiden, 
stockbroker  MFS,  Boston.     Our  11th  and  12th  children  have  graduated  from 
Hingham  High.     Kristen  (21)   (remember  the  baby  girl  at  Alice's  at  our  25th 
reunion)  is  a  senior  at  Northwestern  in  111.     She  spent  her  junior  year  at 
University  of  Sussex  in  Brighton,  England.     She  visited  13  countries  - 
making  mother  very  envious  -  though  I  did  visit  her  last  February  for  eight 
glorious  days. 

Adam  (18)  is  attending  Slippery  Rock  in  PA  as  a  freshman,  majoring  in 
physical  therapy.     We  finally  got  them  all  through. 

Vick  retired  two  years  ago  from  the  Hingham  School  System.     He  has  kept 
busy  with  his  projects.     Finished  10  grandfather  clocks  for  children  - 


VICKERY  continued 


other  two  wanted  something  else.     Put  on  a  sun  porch  for  our  hot  tub  -  did 
over  kitchen  (making  cabinets  himself)  -  did  over  two  bathrooms.     He  has 
also  made  and  refinished  furniture  for  children  and  made  hockey  games  and 
easels  for  grandchildren. 

I  am  busy  still  at  SS  Hospital  volunteering  in  Maternity  and  Thrift  shop. 
See  many  Scituate  people  there. 

Vick  lost  his  mother  and  oldest  sister  Celia  this  past  summer  -  so  realize 
how  lucky  we  are  to  be  hanging  in  there  and  enjoying  life  and  all  that  has 
been  given  to  us.    One  of  our  pleasures  is  our  reunion  time  -  seeing  old 
friends  and  reliving  the  fun  times.  Thanks." 


BARBARA  TINDALL  DAVIS; 

"Rich  and  I  are  still  living  in  Palos  Verdes  and  Rich  is  on  the  verge  of 
retirement  from  TRW.    We  have  five  children  from  our  previous  marriages  and 
I  have  four  step-grandchildren.    Two  of  my  three  children  got  married  this 
past  year  and  one  of  them  is  expecting  in  December.      However,  he's  the  one 
who  lives  In  Palau  (between  Guam  and  the  Philippines)  so  we  are  limited  in 
how  often  we  see  them. 

Twelve  of  us  will  be  together  on  the  family  vacation  in  Hawaii  in  August. 
My  twin  step-grandsons  from  Palau  will  be  coming  by  themselves. 

We've  seen  a  lot  of  Betty,  Anne  and  Joan  since  the  last  reunion  even  though 
we  are  scattered  around  the  country." 


JESSIE  WARREN  BARBUTO; 

"As  of  now  I  may  not  be  able  to  attend  our  reunion.    My  children  are  having 
a  reunion  in  Wilmington,  Del.  at  about  this  time.     No  exact  day  as  yet.  I 
will  know  for  sure  by  end  of  August.     If  I  don't  send  in  my  reservation, 
you  will  know  I  can't  make  it.    We  have  this  family  get  together  every  fall 
at  one  or  the  other  homes.    Last  year,  it  was  here.     I  send  my  best  to  all 
and  hope  to  get  to  see  everyone.     I  really  enjoyed  the  last  one. 

Not  much  changed  for  me,  one  more  grandson  who  is  ten  months  now.  Four 
altogether.     Haven't  thought  about  retiring  quite  yet  but  already  have  my 
house  in  Tampa,  Fla.  where  I  spend  a  good  deal  of  time  in  the  winter." 


JEAN  HERSEY  MCCARL: 


"Dear  Class  of  '46:  Dick  and  I  have  been  retired  for  3i  years  and  are 
enjoying  traveling  and  living  in  Sun  Lakes  Country  Club. 


MCCARL  continued 


Our  son  Jay  is  a  minister  and  lives  in  northern  California  with  wife  Kathee 
and  their  three  little  daughters.     They  are  expecting  number  four  in 
October.     My  best  to  all." 


BILL  VINING; 

"June,  1991  -  Hello  fellow  classmates  -    Sorry  we  can't  be  with  you  in 
person;  but  Mother  Nature  said  no;  not  this  time  -  Hell  to  grow  old! 

Diane  and  I  moved  to  Florida  September  20,  1986.     Adult  retirement 
community  in  OCALA.     Reminds  us  of  New  England.     Rolling  hills,  beautiful 
horse  farms  and  large  cattle  ranges. 

I  worked  on  Security  until  March  of  last  year.  Then  my  heart  decided  to  go 
bad  and  I  ended  up  in  hospital  for  couple  weeks.  Doctor  says  NO  MORE  WORK. 
So  I  took  "another  retirement"  -  this  time  it  is  for  keeps  I  guess.  He  put 
me  on  the  disabled  list  and  Uncle  Sam  concurred  as  far  as  Social  Security. 

We  travelled  to  Maine  last  year,  but  I  was  unable  to  go  to  Mass.,  just  not 
up  to  it.     Came  home  and  it  took  several  days  before  I  recouped.     Had  to 
use  a  damn  wheelchair  at  airports,  etc.     Dr.  insisted  on  this. 

The  only  thing  funny  I  can  remember  from  my  school  days  was  the  fact  I 
graduated!     That  in  itself  was  funny  and  quite  an  accomplishment.     If  it 
wasn't  for  some  of  the  "GALS"  in  my  class,  I  probably  would  still  be 
sitting  in  Mr.  Rogers'  classroom  or  Pop  Burrows'  office.    Eddie  Stewart 
gave  me  an  "ultimatum"  -  Don't  take  any  of  my  classes  in  Sophomore  year  and 
rest  of  them  and  I'll  pass  you  on  from  Freshman  college  courses.     I  did  and 
he  did. 

Cobby  Swift's  father  was  going  to  teach  me  the  trumpet  -  but  after  10 
minutes,  he  decided  I  would  do  better  with  a  pick  and  shovel.     Never  could 
understand  why  he  always  wanted  to  throw  me  in  the  water!?! 

Remember  the  dance  classes  -  can't  remember  the  lady's  name  but  she  never 
could  understand  why  I  wanted  to  dance  with  the  broom  and  not  some  of  the 
gals.     Never  had  the  heart  to  tell  her,  but  I  was  scared  to  death  of  all  of 
them. 

Well,  best  to  all  of  you.     Hope  you  enjoy  your  waning  years. 

If  anyone  takes  Camcorder,  I'd  love  to  buy  a  complete  tape  of  the  fun  and 
activities.  Eat  hearty  and  have  a  drink  for  Diane  and  me  -  thanks  much  - 
looking  forward  to  the  50TH! 

Whoever  is  in  charge  of  booklet,  please  send  me  one  —    God  Bless  You  All. 
Bill  and  Diane  Vining" 


CHARLES  FLEMING: 


"I'm  already  looking  forward  to  seeing  all  the  Class  of  '46!  .... 
Graduated  S.H.S.  and  enrolled  at  Colgate  U.  with  Bob  Holcomb.  Following 
graduation  from  college,  I  began  my  career  with  Liberty  Mutual  Ins.  Co.  in 
Boston  Claims.     Shortly  -  Oct.   '50-1  was  drafted  in  the  U.  S.  Army. 
Following  basic  training,  I  went  to  O.C.S.  at  Ft.  Sill,  OK  -  then  to  Ft. 
Benning,  GA  as  part  of  the  508th  airborne. 

After  separation  in  Aug.   '53,  began  my  career  with  Armstrong  Cork  Co.  in 
Braintree,  followed  by  sales  training,  marriage  to  Kathleen  and  assignment 
in  Detroit,  MI.     Jennifer  born  while  in  Mich.  -  Back  to  Lancaster,  PA  - 
Brian  arrived.    Next  a  five  year  stay  in  Millvllle,  NJ  where  "sold"  to  Kerr 
Glass  Mfg.  -  back  to  Lancaster.     "Retired"  Nov.   '81.     Work  Si  yrs.  with 
the  Jay  Group  in  Sales  before  second  retirement,  June  '90.    Now  working 
part  time  on  three  jobs!!! 

Hope  to  spend  time  in  NH  soon.  We  now  have  both  children  happily  married  - 
and  Jennifer  has  three  children  (2  girls  and  a  boy) . 

We  hope  to  travel  and  see  more  of  the  country.    Last  Sept.,  we  took  a  five 
week  rail  trip  around  the  U.  S. 

All  members  of  the  Class  of  '46  are  welcome  to  visit  us  in  Strasburg,  just 
call  717-687-8302." 


STEPHEN  JENNEY; 

"Greetings  to  all  from  Delaware! 

No,  I  will  not  be  attending  this  year's  reunion  but  here  is  a  bit  of 
information  about  my  "doings"  since  1986. 

I  am  enjoying  retirement  more  each  year!     In  1988,  I  took  a  nostalgic  trip 
to  England  to  revisit  old  "haunts"  of  my  1950-51  year  over  there.     I  visited 
with  old  friends  near  London,  meeting  my  brother  Don  there  (He  has  "Taken 
root  in  Sweden!)  and  traveling  down  to  Bristol  and  Cornwall.     From  there, 
we  crossed  over  to  Sweden  where  I  made  an  extended  visit.     This  year  in 
June,  I  attended  the  wedding  of  my  sister  Evelyn's  eldest  daughter  in 
Hillsborough,  California  (near  San  Francisco)  at  the  same  time  having  the 
first  family  reunion  since  1976! 

Now  I  look  forward  to  reading  the  news  of  all  of  you!     All  wannest  regards 
to  everyone!" 


WARD  C,   SWIFT,  JR. 


"Right  now  we  cannot  confirm  our  attendance  at  the  class  reunion.  Jan 
underwent  neck  surgery  on  8/16  and  a  trip  east  may  not  be  In  the  cards  for 
us  In  mid-October.    We  Just  have  to  wait  and  see.     Sorry,  because  we  both 
would  like  to  be  there,  more  than  you  know  .... 

I  retired  from  Anchor  Hocking  Corp.  on  1/31/91  after  34  years.     Started  as 
a  salesman  In  their  Boston  office,  then  Into  marketing  here  at  the  home 
office  in  Lancaster,  Ohio  In  '65.    Held  various  marketing  and  sales 
positions  until  retirement.     I  won't  bore  anyone  with  all  the  exciting 
details  of  a  corporate  existence,  but  It  was  fun  and  It  provided  a 
living  for  Jan,  me  and  the  three  kids  .   .  . 

We  have  one  grand  daughter,  2i,  and  are  expecting  another  grand  child  on 
9/6.     It's  marvelous  how  you  can  pin  down  the  date  today. 

The  two  girls  are  married  and  Susan,  the  oldest.  Is  the  one  providing  the 
grand  children.     She  lives  not  too  far  from  us  In  Logan,  Ohio.     (This  Is 
the  main  reason  we  remain  domiciled  In  this  area) . 

Jennifer,  the  youngest.  Is  married  to  a  Turkish  professor  who  teaches  at 
Bogazlcl  University  In  Istanbul.    Jen  Is  working  on  her  PhD.  In  Geo-Physlcs 
at  this  same  university.    We  sincerely  hope  they  decide  to  move  back  to  the 
states  In  the  next  few  years  so  we  can  see  them  more  often. 

Ward,  III  Is  currently  employed  by  the  University  of  New  Mexico  Hospital, 
Mental  Health  Dept.,  as  an  advisor  to  adolescents.    He  has  lived  In  New 
Mexico  for  the  past  ten  years,  and  I  doubt  we  will  ever  get  him  north  of 
the  Mason/Dlxon  line  ever  again,  except  for  a  short  visit. 

I'm  not  totally  sure  we  know  what  we  will  do  In  retirement.  So  far  we  have 
been  too  busy  to  think  about  It. 

I  have  found  white  water  canoeing,  particularly  In  the  far  north,  to  be 
exciting.     To  do  this,  I  have  to  stay  In  relatively  good  shape  so  I  work 
out  regularly  at  the  local  "Y".    This,  plus  the  yard  work,  and  now  the 
house  work,  along  with  a  growing  familiarity  and  fondness  for  my  computer, 
keeps  me  and  my  mind  generally  up  to  speed.     (At  least  If  I  think  so,  then 
that's  all  that  matters.    Right?    Right.)     I  like  golf,  but  so  far  this 
year  I've  played  just  twice.    There  has  got  to  be  more  time  .... 

I  do  hope  we  can  make  the  reunion,  but  as  mentioned  at  the  top  of  this 

epistle,  we  will  just  have  to  wait  and  see  what  progress  Jan  makes  in  her 
recovery. 

Our  best  to  the  whole  class  .  .  .  Cobb  &  Jan  Swift" 


ANNE  HEFFERNAN  TAYLOR 


"Three  years  ago,  we  sold  our  house  in  Hampton  which  meant  closing  Taylor 
School  which  was  part  of  the  property.     Arnet  took  an  early  retirement.  We 
rented  a  house  in  New  Castle,  settled  two  of  the  kids  in  there  to  house  and 
dog  sit,  and  sailed  our  boat  south  down  the  Intercoastal  Waterway.  A 
fantastic  experience!     We  returned  in  late  June,  bought  a  house  in 
Greenland  overlooking  Great  Bay  and  settled  into  retirement. 

I  have  been  very  actively  involved  in  a  marine  program  at  U.N.H.  teaching 
children  and  adults  about  our  marine  ecology.     I  visit  classrooms  during 
the  winter  and  spring  and  conduct  programs  at  the  nature  center  in  the 
summer.     Volunteering  can  be  more  time  consuming  than  working! 

We  have  two  delightful  grandsons  -  3^  and  1^.     Both  live  nearby  so  we  are 
on  the  baby-sitting  call  list.     They  are  a  joy  to  have  around  and  both  have 
been  sailing  with  us  since  they  were  infants.     All  seven  children  live 
within  a  20-mile  radius  so  between  family  and  volunteering,  we  are  both 
very  busy.     No  time  for  boredom!!     Anne  H.  Taylor" 


ANN  GRAHAM  BAIRD 

"Up-to-date  doings  on  the  Bairds.     Ann  -  Psychometric  Consultant  for 
Hanover  Schools  (Grades  1  -  12)     III  T  Reading  and  Testing  Services  at 
your  disposal.     Thank  goodness  I  am  still  able  to  work  -  love  it. 
Cam  -  Technical  and  Sales  Rep.  for  Drexell  Chemical  and  Rockland 
Chemical.     Still  has  a  small  boat  and  is  teaching  granddaughter  how  to 
sail. 

We  had  our  40th  anniversary  with  all  of  us  (3  daughters  -  (3 
sons-in-law  and  5  grandchildren  and  sister  Jane  and  family)  in 
attendance  at  Sebasco  Lodge,  Maine.     It  was  a  gas  even  with  Hurricane 
Bob  attending. 

My  Mom  and  Dad  both  gone  now  -  had  to  sell  Ocean  Avenue  house  -  life 
moves  on. 

Still  work  hard  for  Scituate  Garden  Club  (Do  try  to  visit  our 

Wildf lower  Garden  behind  historical  Mann  House)  -  Garden  Club's  gift 

to  the  town.     Beautiful  -  no  admission!. 

Best  to  you  all  -  will  miss  all  who  cannot  "come  back".     Fondly,  Ann". 


WORDS  OF  WISDOM 
If  you  think  high  school  is  boring, 
wait  till  you  sit  around  an  unemployment  office. 


DONALD  HATTIN 


"The  class  reunion  conflicts  with  the  Annual  Meeting  of  the 
Geological  Society  of  America,  which  I  attend  each  year. 
Nonnally,  the  meeting  Is  In  November  but  this  year  the  Executive 
Committee  chose  October  -  probably  because  competition  for 
convention  space  Is  so  keen  In  San  Diego.     The  location  varies  on 
a  10-year  cycle,  with  San  Antonio,  New  Orleans,  Denver,  San 
Francisco,  and  San  Diego  being  the  big  favorites.     We  have  not 
visited  San  Diego  previously,  so  are  really  excited  about  the 
trip.     Will  be  there  from  Oct.  18th  to  Oct.  24,  which  spans  the 
weekend  of  the  class  reunion. 

We  are  fine,  and  manage  to  keep  pretty  busy.     We  were  in  New 
England  during  Hurricane  Bob.     My  aunt,  who  lives  in  Eastham, 
lost  more  than  100  large  trees,  and  I  spent  a  day  chain-sawing  a 
couple  tons  of  trunks  into  movable  lengths.     We  spent  11  days  at 
Tom  &  Lois  Macy's  cabin  in  Warwick.     Jean  and  Gray  Curtis  joined 
us  there  for  a  weekend  of  hiking  and  golf.     We  arrived  back  in 
Indiana  to  discover  that  a  calendar  misprint  caused  us  to  assume 
I.U.  classes  commenced  on  Aug.  26,  whereas  classes  actually  were 
to  begin  on  Sept.  2.     That  gave  us  an  extra  week,  so  we  washed 
all  our  clothes,  reloaded  the  car  and  headed  to  Denver  to  see  son 
Ron  and  daughter  Donna.     Got  onto  the  Cherry  Creek  Golf  Course 
twice  and  up  into  the  mountains  for  a  day  of  lake  canoeing  and 
also  for  a  day  in  the  town  of  Georgetown.    While  Marge  and  Donna 
poked  around  in  town,  I  visited  the  local  steam-powered  railroad, 
met  the  president  and  his  family,  and  took  a  cab  ride  on  a 
Shay-geared  logging  locomotive.     We  got  back  to  Bloomington  in 
time  for  me  to  run  a  Sunday  (Sept.  11)  field  trip  for  our  new 
graduate  students. 

Incidentally,  while  in  New  Hampshire  in  August,  we  visited  North 
Conway,  found  unchanged  the  house  we  lived  in  while  I  was  in  the 
Air  Force  on  Mt.  Washington,  and  even  found  and  talked  with  our 
landlady  from  34  years  ago!     Got  a  cab  ride  on  the  North  Conway 
Scenic  RR  while  in  No.  Conway,  and  had  lunch  at  the  Horsef eathers 
Restaurant,  where  our  nephew  (Caroline  Macy's  son)  used  to  work. 

Marge  and  I  are  playing  golf  every  week,  and  she  is  busy  with  the 
Red  Cross  bloodmobile  and  book  drive  (which  raises  a  lot  of  money 
for  hospital  equipment) .     She  also  plays  bridge  and  is  involved 
in  several  Interest  groups  of  the  University  Club.     I  still  work 
on  the  railroad  at  French  Lick,  IN,  although  we  haven't  got  our 
best  steam  engine  back  in  service  yet. 

Our  older  daughter,  Sandy,  is  a  naturalist  at  one  of  our  state 
parks.     Her  son,  Whitney,  is  our  only  grandchild.     Our  son,  Ron, 
is  an  anesthesiologist  and  practices  in  Denver.     Our  younger 
daughter.  Donna,  is  a  scenic  artist  and  set  decorator.     She  also 
lives  in  Denver.     Her  most  recent  film  is  "Paradise"  which  should 
be  in  movie  theaters  next  week. 


HATTIN  continued 


I'm  in  my  38th  year  at  Indiana  University  and  still  enjoy 
teaching  and  research  activities  very  much.     One  of  my  current 
field  projects  resulted  from  a  discovery  that  Sandy  made,  and  we 
were  joint  authors  of  a  presentation  in  Nottingham,  England,  last 
year.     Most  of  the  research,  however,  is  based  in  the  Great 
Plans,  Rocky  Mountains,  and  Colorado  Plateau.     Of  all  the  aspects 
of  academia  life,  committee  work  is  a  huge  bore,  but  everyone  has 
to  share  a  certain  amount  of  it. 

That's  our  news.     We  hope  the  reunion  is  a  great  success.  Say 
"hi"  to  everyone  for  us,  and  thanks  for  all  the  work  you've  done 
to  keep  everyone  informed  and  for  planning  this  "45th"  event! 
Best  to  you  always,  Don  &  Marge" 

RICHARD  DWYER 

"Dear  Dottie:     It  was  a  joy  to  receive  your  call  and  also  your  letter 
-  many  happy  memories  returned  of  all  of  you.     I  believe  it  was  Cicero 
who  once  said,  "Tempus  fugit",   .   .  time  flies!     It  doesn't  seem 
possible  that  45  years  have  passed  and  we  have  all  passed  in  to 
that  age  group  who  are  considered  to  be  "old  timers". 

I  returned  last  summer  to  the  monastery  and  back  to  the  simple  life  of 
a  monk.     I  had  been  on  a  medical  leave  of  absence  and  I  persuaded  the 
doctors  to  let  me  try  it  -  so  here  I  am.    As  you  probably  know,  our 
Order  is  cloistral  and  we  are  allowed  out  only  rarely.     I  wish  it 
were  possible  to  join  all  of  you  in  October,  but  I  will  have  to 
be  there  spiritually  -  maybe  they'll  let  me  out  for  the  50th. 

Please  extend  my  best  wishes  to  all  and  especially  my  gratitude  to 
Ruth  and  all  those  who  have  worked  so  hard  over  the  years  to  keep  us 
all  together  -  I  for  one  am  most  grateful.     Be  assured  of  my  prayers  - 
I  remember  all  of  you  each  day.  My  love  to  all,  Dick  Dwyer". 

PEGGY  COLE  THOMPSON 

"Dear  Classmates  -  I  am  so  sorry  I  cannot  be  with  you  for  our  reunion. 
I  know  you  will  have  a  wonderful  time.  To  Betty,  Joanie  and  Ann,  let 
me  know  the  next  time  you  go  to  California.     I  have  two  daughters  in 
Palos  Verdes. 

Enclosed  are  some  snapshots  I  thought  you  would  enjoy.     The  article  on 
my  son  Tommy  tells  a  little  of  what's  going  on  in  my  life  -  I  had  a 
friend  who  found  a  frame  in  some  rubbish  on  the  sidewalk  in  Boston. 
It  contained  3  ribbons.     She  saw  Scituate  on  them  and  knowing  I  came 
from  Scituate,  she  brought  them  home  to  me.     I  enclosed  one  and  if 
anyone  wants  it,  they  are  welcome  to  it. 


Peggy  Cole  Thompson  cont. 


Have  a  wonderful  time.     I'll  be  thinking  of  all  of  you.  Sincerely, 
Peggy  Cole  Thompson". 

(Peggy  enclosed  an  article  from  The  Pilot  (Pinehurst  News  -  Southern 
Pines)  dated  September  19,  1991  which  was  a  marvelous  recap  about  her 
son  Tommy's  accomplishments  in  the  tennis  field.    He  is  a  tennis  coach 
in  the  Sandhills  area  (coincidence,  huh?)  of  Southern  Pines  and  at  one 
time  was  coach  to  Jennifer  Capriati.    He  started  playing  at  nine  in 
Southern  Pines,  went  on  to  college  in  Erie,  PA  where  he  captained  the 
tennis  team.     He  is  39  years  old,  married  to  Chris;  their  children, 
Katie,  11,  and  Anthony,  9,  are  already  into  tennis;  Stephanie,  6,  has 
not  yet  become  involved. 

Pussy's  so"^  Billy,  29,  also  a  tennis  coach,  is  married  to  Kirsten,  and 
they  live  nearby  in  Saddlebrook.  Peggy  and  Hollis  also  have  three 
daughters,  Cheryl  and  Mary  Margaret  Bartlett  live  in  Palos  Verdes,  CA. 
Patty  and  her  husband,  Patrick  Tighe,  and  two  children  live  in 
Southern  Pines. 

Peggy  and  Hollis  both  were  employed  at  the  then  Carolina  (now 
Pinehurst)  Hotel.    After  20  years  as  popular  dining  room  hostess  at 
the  Pine  Crest  Inn  in  Pinehurst  and  nine  as  co-owner  with  Barbara 
Bailey  of  the  Pinch  Penny  dress  shop,  Peggy  is  now  volunteering, 
golfing,  and  playing  some  tennis.     Last  year  she  auditioned  for  and 
got  a  part  in  one  of  the  Sandhills  Little  Theater  productions.  Peggy 
is  the  mother  of  five,  grandmother  of  eight,  and  retiree 
extraodinaire ! 

The  ribbon  Peggy  spoke  about  was  a  ribbon  awarded  in  1929  at  a  North 
Scituate  Horse  Show  held  at  the  old  riding  ring  on  Gannett  Road. 
Ralph  was  interested  enough  to  take  possession  of  it. 


JOHN  LITCHFIELD 

"I  am  sorry  that  I  shall  not  be  able  to  attend  the  Class  of  'A6 
Reunion  as  a  result  of  other  travel  commitments. 

Please  give  my  best  wishes  to  all  of  my  classmates.  Sincerely, 
John" . 


REMEMBRANCES 


From  Bob  Mongeau;    "I  remember  Louis  Cerilli, 

This  is  a  true  story  that  happened  In  July  1947.  The  place  was 
Squantum  Naval  Air  Station.     I  was  In  what  was  referred  to  as  the 
weekend  warriors  at  that  time.     I  belonged  to  a  torpedo  bomber 
squadron  and  we  regularly  were  Involved  In  exercises  Involving 
navagatlon  and  practice  bombing  runs. 

I  was  chatting  with  Louis  about  It  one  day  and  he  expressed  a 
strong  Interest  In  seeing  what  It  was  like.     Being  somewhat 
fearless  In  those  days,  I  agreed  to  smuggle  him  aboard  on  a 
training  flight  Just  for  kicks.     1  got  him  on  the  base  with  a 
phony  ID.    My  uniform  was  a  tight  fit  but  Louis  managed  It.  We 
left  Squantum  on  a  round  trip  to  Atlanta  early  that  morning.  I 
noticed  some  fluid  hitting  the  gun  turret  but  I  ignored  it.  On 
our  final  approach,  the  landing  gear  down  and  locked,  light  did 
not  come  on.    A  tower  fly-by  verified  we  had  a  problem.    We  had 
lost  all  of  our  hydraulic  fluid.    The  starboard  gear  was  still 
stuck  in  the  wing  and  the  port  gear  was  swinging  madly  back  and 
forth.    Our  options  were  a  belly  landing  on  a  foamed  runway  or 
land  in  the  water.    Let  me  remind  you  that  this  was  no  sea  plane. 

We  could  now  see  several  ambulances  and  fire  trucks  lined  up 
alongside  the  duty  runway.     The  Base  Commander  ordered  us  to  burn 
off  most  of  our  fuel  before  attempting  a  landing.    The  Pilot  then 
asked  if  we  wanted  to  jump  over  the  ocean.    Louis  had  never  flown 
before  let  alone  make  a  parachute  Jump.    Our  first  thoughts  were 
survival  oriented.     If  we  did  survive,  how  would  I  explain  Louis' 
presence.     I  was  sure  we  would  be  sent  to  Levenworth  if  he  was 
discovered.    You  can  imagine  the  conversation  that  was  going  on 
between  us  at  that  time.     I  can  assure  you  that  Louis  was  one 
cool  cat  which  is  more  than  I  could  say  for  myself.     It  turns  out 
that  Louis  could  not  swim.     So  there  he  was,    his  first  plane 
ride,  can't  swim  and  guess  what?    He  decides  it  would  be  fun  to 
jump.    Well,  not  to  be  outdone,  I  agreed.     I  got  on  the  Intercom 
and  told  the  pilot  that  we  were  going  to  jump.    He  maneuvered  to 
the  jump  position  and  when  the  pilot  said  it  was  OK  I  grabbed  the 
red  handle  and  just  as  I  was  about  to  eject  the  navagator  hatch, 
I  could  see  the  starboard  gear  in  what  looked  like  the  down  and 
locked  position.     It  had  apparently  swung  into  place  as  we  were 
maneuvering.     I  told  the  pilot  and  suggested  that  he  get  some 
altitude  and  pull  some  G's  in  a  dive.     It  might  just  shake  the 
remaining  gear  out  of  the  wing  which  might  allow  him  to  swing  it 
into  a  locked  position  also.     To  make  a  long  story  short,  after 
several  attempts  he  succeeded. 

We  made  a  safe  landing  amid  the  cheers  of  the  base  personnel, 
waved  at  the  ambulances  and  fire  trucks  and  parked  at  the  flight 


line.     Louis  and  I  jumped  out  before  the  plane  came  to  a  full 
stop  and  made  a  beellne  for  my  car.     We  headed  for  good  old 
Scltuate  as  fast  as  the  good  Lord  would  let  us.    While  1  may  have 
questioned  our  respective  wisdom  for  this  act,  1  always  respected 
Louis  for  his  cool  behavior  under  stress.    We  really  got  to  know 
each  other  on  that  summers  day.    Regards,  Bob." 


From  Pete  Fleming;  Riding  to  a  Norwell  basketball  game  in  the 
trunk  of  Mr.  Stevenson's  car! 

Almost  picking  a  fight  with  Felix  Dixon  at  football  practice. 

Dumping  water  on  Ann  Heffernan  during  the  Senior  Class  Play! 

Bob  Holcomb  throwing  Dot  Vaughn's  "friendship"  ring  in  a  field 
and  then  trying  to  find  it. 

Dances  at  Dreamwold  Hall. 


The  following  was  written  by  Ann  Baird  and  read  at  the  reunion. 

"We  remember  -  the  years  between  '42  and  '46. 

They  were  bewildering,  exciting,  perplexing  -  disappointing  - 
productive  and  full  of  topsy-turviness . 

Our  world  was  changing  -  not  only  within  ourselves,  our  families 
-  but  also  the  world  around  us.    We  spent  time  looking  at  the 
Globe  (the  round  one)  trying  to  figure  out  where  the  Phillipines 
were,  Bataan,  Normandy,  Paris  and  Berlin.    We  read  our  Weekly 
Reader  to  see  what  Roosevelt  was  doing  and  who  Eisenhower, 
MacArthur  and  Halsey  were.    We  were  truly  a  "war  class",  and  it 
affected  all  of  us  in  different  ways  -  and  united  us  in  others. 
We  didn't  have  time  to  have  an  "identiy  crisis"  in  our  life  -  we 
were  too  busy  doing  what  we  thought  was  helping,  like  squashing 
tin  cans  flat  on  the  kitchen  floor,  squeezing  the  yellow  capsule 
in  a  bag  of  "margarine",  saving  the  tires  on  the  car  by  driving 
slowly,  and  coasting  down  hills  with  the  foot  off  the  accelerator 
to  save  gas.    We  sent  our  slik  stockings  for  parachutes  (the  damn 
cotton  ones  were  a  mess  -  talk  about  static  cling  -  the  whole 
front  of  your  skirt  ended  in  a  bunched  up  mess!).    Our  dads 
patrolled  the  water  front  or  wore  an  air  raid  warden's  hat  (a  lot 
were  too  old  to  go,  thank  the  Lord)  with  a  dog  and  a  flashlight. 
We  black-taped  the  headlights,  we  pulled  the  black-out  curtains 
at  night  -  we  saved  ration  stamps  for  a  special  occasion  when  a 
loved  one  got  a  leave  -  we  cheered  at  the  newsreels  when  a  German 
or  Japanese  ship  or  plane  went  under  (hard  to  believe  -  right?)  - 
we  sang  "Off  We  Go  Into  the  Wild  Blue  Yonder"  -  or  "Anchors 


Ann  Balrd  cont. 


Awelgh"  -  The  Caissons  Go  Rolling  Along'*,  etc.  with  gusto  on  the 
bus  -  (Pickles  Young,  I'm  sure,  was  deafened  -  but  endured  It 
all.)    We  went  to  school  In  the  dark  as  we  had  daylight  saving 
time  the  year  round  -  (many  family  members  worked  at  the 
shipyards  nearby  -  the  work  was  hard  -  the  money  good) . 

We  grew  "veggies"  In  our  "victory  gardens"  -  had  victory  dances, 
pins,  songs,  etc.  -  knitted  sweaters  for  the  Red  Cross  -  even 
rolled  our  own  cigarettes  when  learning  to  smoke  (and  almost 
passed  out  when  you  took  a  drag!).    We  played  "When  the  Lights  Go 
On  Again  -  All  Over  the  World",  as  well  as  "Boogie  Woogle"  and 
"Sat.  Night". 

All  of  this,  and  so  much  more,  was  part  of  our  S.H.S.  years  -  our 
teachers,  the  upper  classmen,  and  the  graduates  before  us  went  to 
war  -  a  time  of  sad  parting  affecting  us  all. 

While  this  was  going  on  -  the  Class  of  'A6  did  what  It  had  to  do 
-  get  through  and  graduate,  despite  the  chaos  in  the  world. 

Then  that  gorgeous,  glorious  day  In  April,  1945  when  the  bells 
tolled  throughout  the  town  telling  us  that  the  long  awaited 
V-E  Day  was  here.     School  let  out  -  the  cheers  were  loud  - 
Elsenhower  had  pulled  it  off!     Four  months  later  -  a  day  that 
changed  the  ways  of  war  forever  -  an  atomic  bomb  was  dropped  - 
bringing  Japan  to  Its  knees  •»  V-J  Day  at  last.  It  was  over! 

Our  senior  year  was  one  of  joy  (no  more  draft  -  our  guys  were 
safe),  we  were  free  to  pursue  our  plans,  careers,  whatever  -  with 
a  purpose,  determination  and  triumph. 

How  lucky  we  were  -  how  lucky  we  were.    AB  -  1991" 


CLASS  ODE 

Memories,  memories 

Of  our  dear  Scltuate  High, 

Of  friends  ve  knew  so  tried  and  true 

With  us  will  never  die. 

As  we  look  back  upon  the  past. 
We'll  remember  with  a  sigh. 

Though  years  come  and  go,  we'll  still  feel  the  glow 
Of  the  spirit  of  Scltuate  High. 

School  days  done,  the  time  has  come 
To  bid  our  last  goodbyes; 
Down  life's  long  lane,  we'll  always  aim 
To  keep  your  honor  high. 

Through  every  care  and  every  smile 

Through  all  our  joys  and  tears. 

In  mem'rles  so  true,  we'll  drift  back  to  you. 

And  remember  you  through  the  years. 

 Louis  Cerilli 

 Robert  Holcomb 


( 


